The Tragedy 

Laid open all your vidorics in Scotland: 

Your dt fciplinc i n warre, wifedome in peaces 
Your bounty, vertuc/airc humility: 

Indecdc left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Vntoucht.or Height! v handled in difcourfc: 

And when mine oratory grew to auende. 

I bid them that did loue thcircountrics good* 

Crie, God faue Richard, England* rovail Kin 0- , 
do. A and did they fo? 

Euc. No fo God hclpe me, ' 

But like dumbe (Ltues or breathing ffones, 

Gazdc each on other and iookt deadly pale: 

Which when I law, (reprehended them* 

And askt the M.tior, what meant this wilful! fileneef 
His anfwere was, the people were not wont 
To be fpoke to, but by the Recorder. 

T hen he was vrgcle to tell my tale againe: 

T hus, fatthjthc Duke, thus hath the Duke inferd: 

But nothing fpakc in warrant from himfelfc: 

^ hen he had done> fome followers ofminc ownc 
At the lower end of the Hall , hurld vp their caps. 

And fome ten voices cried, God.faue King Richard. 
Tbaukes louing Cittizensand friends quoth I, 
Thisgenerallappfaufe and louingfiioute, 

Argues your wsfedomes and your loue to Richard: 

And fo brake offand came away. h f ? , >.:1 

do. W hat tonglelTe blockes were they* would they not 
Bue. No by my troth my Lo: (fpeakc? 

Glo. Will not the Ma:or then, and his brethren come- 
^ Glo. T he Maior is here at hand,and intend fome fcarCs 
Benot/poken withall.but with mighty ftiite: ^ 

And looke you get a praier booke in your hand. 

And Hand betwixt two churchmen good my Lo: 

For on that ground lie build a holy defcant: 

Be not eafijy wenne to our requefi : 

Play the maidcs part, fay no, but take it. 
do. Fearc not me, if thou cnnft plcadcafwcll for them, 

As I can fay nay to ifcee, for my fclfc? 

N* 







of Richard the third . 

No doubt weclc bring it to a happie iflue. 

Buck. You fhal fee what I can do,get you vp to the lcads.£*/r. 
Novy my L. Maior,I dance attendance heare, 

] thinke the Duke will not be fpoke withall. Enter Catesby . 
Here corns his feruant: how now Catesby what faies he. 

Catef. My Lord, he doth intreat your grace 
To vifit him to morrow or next daie. 

He is within with two right reuereud fathers, 

Diuinely bent to meditation. 

And in no world|y fuitc woul d he be mou’d. 

To draw him from his holy exercifc. 

Buck. Rctutne good Cutes by to thy Lord againe, 

Tell him my felfc,the Maior and Cittize ns, 

Indeepedefignesand mattersofgrcatmoment, - 
No lefle importing then our generall good. 

Are come to haue lome conference with his grace. 

Catef He tell him what you fay my Lord. Exit. 

Bucki A ha my Lord this prince is not an Edward: 

He is not lulling on a lewd day bed, 

But on his knees at meditation: 

Not dalying with a brace of Curtizans, 

But meditating with two deepeDiuines.* 

Not fleeping to ingrofle his idle body. 

But praying to inrich his watchfull foulc. 

Happy wc re England,would this graciousprincc 
Takeon himfelfe thefoucrainty thereon, 

But fure I fearc we fhall neuer winne him to It. 

Maior, Marry God forbid his grace lliould fay vs nay. 

Ifeare he wil,how now Catesby, Enter Catef 

What laics your Lord? 

Cwef My Lo.he wonders to what end, youhaue aflembied 
Such troupes of Cittizens to fpeake withhim, 

His grace not being warnd thereofbefbre. 

My Lord,he feares you meanc no good to him. * 

Sortie I am my noble Cofcn fhould 
Sniped me that I meanc no good to him. 

By heauen I come in perfebf Joue to him, 
nd fo once more returns and tell his grace: Exit Cates by. 

H When 
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